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So they stood out from that pestilential Mos-
quito Gulf and came to anchor in the fine harbor of
Puerto Bello, which the Spaniards had chosen to
replace the one at Nombre de Dios, twenty miles
east. Here, in the night of the 27th of January,
Drake suddenly sprang out of his berth, dressed
himself, and raved of battles, fleets, Armadas,
Plymouth Hoe, and plots against his own com-
mand. The frenzy passed away. He fell ex-
hausted, and was lifted back to bed again. Then
4 like a Christian, he yielded up his spirit quietly/

His funeral rites befitted his renown. The great
new Spanish fort of Puerto Bello was given to the
flames, as were nearly all the Spanish prizes, and
even two of his own English ships; for there were
now no sailors left to man them. Thus, amid the
thunder of the guns whose voice he knew so well,
and surrounded by consuming pyres afloat and on
the shore, his body was. committed to the deep,
while muffled drums rolled out their last salute and
trumpets wailed his requiem.